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~ lazing on the wrought iron tables and henge there, poring through texts, 


eating their breakfasts and greeting one another, Their Jaughyer the ig 


voices, carry over the lawns and sidewalks ieee others, heads down, 
hurry toward class, lab, or meeting. Others, still, stand apart from 


the rest, unnoticed. These have stopped in a moment of silent 
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Design. She is Design Editor of Keystone “96 and 


enjoys her family and outdoor activities. 999 Submission lrformation: 


Laura Wright is a student resisting transfer in the 
College Transfer program and is the Literary Editor of 
Keystone “78. She is a winner of the 1778 League for 
lmmovation’s Student Literary Competition’s essay category. 
Laura loves film, food and a pug called Maxine. 


Submissions will be accepted in the Spring Semester 
of 1777. You must have been a registered CPCC student 
during one of these semesters to be eligible: Fall 
1778, or Spring 1777. All work must have been 
completed since first enrollment at CPCC. All work 
must be previously unpublished; writers/artists 
retam all rights to their work. Entnes are juried 
anonymously by judges outside the CPCC community. 
For more information, call Student Publications at 


330-6665 or visit Taylor Hall 205. 
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A Worthy and... 


Prose 


A WORTHY AND EFFICACIOUS PROPOSITION 
TO CURE THE WORLD OF CERTAIN ILLS 
(with apologies to Jonathon Swift) 


Air pollution, hunger, and overpopulation are 
three major problems adversely affecting humanity 
today. While solutions to tackle these crises have 
been instituted on local and national levels with 
varying degrees of success, those with effective 
worldwide applicability seem relatively rare. 

A solution exists that does indeed effectively 
address all three crises simultaneously on a world- 
wide level. Many people consider this solution to be 
extremely offensive and unethical, which may be 
why it’s so rarely referred to, let alone practiced. But 
if air pollution, hunger, and overpopulation are ever 
to be eradicated from the realm of Earth’s reality, 
the solution of which | speak, a solution which is 
effective, a solution which will work, must be 
embraced by all peoples and individuals, everywhere, 


the very existence 
of any meaningful quality 
of hfe may very well depe 
on the immediate imtroduction) 
to and continued practice of 

raman-meat eating by all the 
ople of this planet upon 
which we reside. 


with all due vigor and haste. 
This “miracle” solution of which | speak is 


CANNIBALISM 


Cannibalism is offensive to some people. Fine. 
Everything’s offensive to somebody. The same with 
unethical. But is it any less offensive or unethical to 
permit this spherical orb upon which we reside to 
continue its downward spiral to oblivion and nonexis- 
tence because of the hideous triple threat of 
hunger, pollution, and overpopulation? Or do we do 
something and save this orbiting domicile of ours 
and, by so doing, our very existence upon it? 

So bear with me as | briefly explain, in somewhat 
broad brushstrokes, what cannibalism can do: 

Cannibalism dishes up a very nourishing solution 
to hunger, according to multiple studies conducted 
by several European organizations. For example, the 
organs and other red meats so abundantly available 
in the average human body can supply all the proteins, 


minerals, and vitamins necessary to adequately 
nourish three people for nearly four days, these 
studies show. Preparation and taste of these meats 
present no drawback, as both of these aspects have 
demonstrated similarities to more usual animal red 
meats such as beef and pork. 

The overabundance of people on this globe 
ensures a steady supply of food for many years, 
even allowing for a percentage of overly-gluttonous 
consumers. The only disadvantage here 
is that a certain enzyme in human meat 
can cause massive flatulence, resulting in 
overeaters uncontrollably propelling 
themselves great distances. More 
moderate eaters, who need not 
fear such internal distress them- 
selves, would nevertheless be 
advised to be aware of their fellow 
diners’ eating habits under such 
circumstances. 

Obviously, overpopulation is remedied 
at the same time as hunger. By definition, 
each time somebody is properly utilized as 
nourishment for the hungry, there is a corresponding 
reduction in the overall population. Ah, breathing 
space! (But, again, watch out for the super-pooters 
as you inhale!) 

Even taking into account contemporary birthrates 
in certain locales, it is estimated the worldwide 
population could be reduced by nearly 7.5 percent 
within the first five years of cannibalism becoming 
widespread, according to official estimates. Also 
according to these estimates, it would be three to 
four generations before the population levels of f to 
acceptable, non-overpopulation levels. 


And as fewer people thus populate the earth, 
the more moderate eaters among those remaining 
have correspondingly more room in which to 
comfortably stand aside as their fellow overeaters 
fly by from their out-of-control flatuosity. 

Cannibalism would have a positive impact on air 
pollution, even when accounting for the negative 
ramifications of the widespread gaseousness 

mentioned above. That is, from a statistical 
standpoint, as the population declines, so does 
the volume of pollutants entering the 
atmosphere. 

The average person, regardless 
of individual cultural, economic, 
and related characteristics, 
produces approximately one 
kilogram of waste materials daily 
which enter into and mix with the 
air we breathe, authoritative 
studies show. Multiply the amount 
of waste per person by the number of 
people consumed in the cannibalism 
program, and the extent to which our air would 
be cleansed as a side effect of cannibalism becomes 
readily apparent. 

I’ve argued here that cannibalism is a viable 
solution to the problems of hunger, overpopulation, 
and air pollution. Indeed, the very existence of any 
meaningful quality of life may very well depend on 
the immediate introduction to and continued practice 
of human-meat eating by all the people of this planet 
upon which we reside. Therefore, we must_adopt 
cannibalism as a way of life, or the world will cave in 
on itself and cease to exist. 


Addendum: I've been asked how it’s decided who gets served up 
for din-din tonight. | plan to cover that (with an especially delicate 


fermented-raspberry sauce) in an upcoming paper. Stay tuned... 
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Stubbornly, the old prospector sifts through 
the sand, still searching after all these years. Full of 
defiance, not yet contrite, he goes up and down 
the river looking for gold, oblivious to the beauty 
around him. He uses the land to keep going, for 
food, and to stay warm. He is driven, relentlessly 
obsessed by acquisition of the long-coveted prize. 

Long ago he had wanted it for a reason, but he 
can’t quite remember now what that original longing 
was for. Somehow it bothers him, but he can’t permit 
himself the luxury of diversion from his self- 
appointed task... 

Fall was warm this year. The unusual brightness 
of the light set off the autumn foliage with an 
almost surreal, shimmering brilliance, making it 
seem springlike. The rich gold, red, and orange 
colors intermingled with lingering green against a 
backdrop of earthy browns and a “Carolina blue” 
sky, creating a living, sensual tapestry. The air 
smelled faintly of humus and fading flowers; too 
pretty a day to be thinking about the past. Maybe 
it was the steady rushing sound of the little stream 
that he traveled alongside that started his reflection. 
The water hypnotically wrapped around the rocks, 
sticks, and whatever else was in its path, swirling 
effortlessly on by the resistant materials, subtly over 
time wearing down and smoothing a way for itself. 

“Better just to move on, J.B.,” he reasoned out 
loud, squaring his shoulders and swelling with 
pride. “Can’t waller in my sorrows.” Sure, he felt 
that something was missing, but a man has to stick 
to his guns after all, or what good is he? 
Everything would be fine once he got the gold; 
these feelings wouldn't assail him then. “A man’s 
gotta be in control,” he told himself firmly, “I tried 
them feelings before and all it got me was trouble 
and a chain gang. | don’t reckon I'll...,” he trailed 
off his monologue to the trees. 

Suddenly, a memory of the curious way she had 
looked at him as he was leaving caused him to 
pause. Her expression had been almost a grimace. 
“It weren't real, or worth it, flit-brained woman, 
what did she take me for anyhow? I got her number 


S 


early on, yessiree. | dun worked too hard for 


econd Place 


my moment to come, and it will by Gawd!,” he 
sputtered, annoyed. 

A shimmer caught his eye to the left of the 
trail. J.B. stopped his mule to examine the largest 
gold nugget he had ever found. He was elated with 
his success; though it was not the mother lode he 
dreamed of, he believed he was getting closer. 

“Now I’m back on track,” he announced to the 
trees, “who needs her anyways. As long as | got 
Bessie here, | can get wherever I’m a needin’ to 
go. One good mule’s worth three women any day 
of the week.” He patted his longtime companion. 
Soon respect would be his; J.B. could at last be a 
mover, a shaker, and enjoy what was left of his life 
in comfort during his golden years. People would 
think that he was somebody, not just another 
crazy, mixed-blooded Joe. He chuckled to himself, 
contemplating the rewards of what he was grimly 
determined to have. 

The tepid breeze caressed his face, tickling his 
moustache. The unwelcome thought came stealing 
in that she had thought he was somebody already. 
“Yeh, but she don’t count, she ain’t nobody anyhow.” 
He felt flustered and angry again. “What right 
does she got to try to mess up my life, like she 
thinks she knows sumpin’ | don't, like she’s gonna 
(NNMIIuuuuuuvv me,” he said sarcastically, 
exaggerating the word love. “What would | want 
with the likes of her?” He spat contemptuously, 
“She’s like all of em, messin’ with me just to see if 
they can. Well 1 showed her who’s boss! A man that 
would let a woman get away with him ain’t worth 
his salt.” He shifted his weight irritably in the saddle, 
“| must be sick or sumpin’, comin’ down with the 
grippe, that’s what’s what. | think I’ll just take this 
here gold and go south a spell, see if | can’t get my 
prahoruhtees back. Yessirree, don’t you worry 
Bessie, I'll never leave ya for nothin’.” Patting the 
mule again, he chuckles mirthlessly at his own 
foolishness, hunches his shoulders forward with 
resignation, and heads south, keeping his eyes 
fixed on the trail. 


Untitled 
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Judgement Day 


| sat in a garbage cart, the one that will flow with kisses and soft hugs from my babies. Hostile voices 
my blood. My hands were tightly bound and so brought me to present—‘ Wicked Antoinette, ’ 
numb | couldn’t feel the damp mist. My hair, once a Death to the Austrian,’ ‘Long Live the Republic!’ 
proud asset, had become as chalky as my dress The crowd frenzied as | neared the guillotine. My 


and was in ragged tufts underneath 
my bonnet. | faced backwards toward 
the crowd while the stiff back seat 


purple shoe had fallen off; 1 stumbled 


Th e s| ul was and stepped on the executioner’s 
foot, politely apologized, then walked 


jarred my spine, but still 1 kept my audacious and towards my fate. Eyes closed, | 
head high. At first there was msolent to shook as the damp wooden collar 
silence, then shouts of contempt clamped round my bare neck. Soon, 
when | entered the Rue Saint- the end. my head will be dripping, a separate 
Honoré. The cart stopped suddenly. — Hébert entity from my body. The crowd 
I had to look. A mother lifted her will applaud joyously as the bloody 
baby. His stubby arms and legs mass Is held up by the hair. I must 
jerked with excitement and he smiled at me; his not think about that. It does no good, but one day 
sunny blonde hair and shiny dimples were the only they will regret and one day they will know | was 


lightness to a dark day. | remembered warm wet terribly misunderstood. 


ile of lLnnocence 


Sm 


Raccoons 


Moved 


You sleep deeply moving day, 
dreaming the hardest parts are done— 


hand-me-down furniture and 


brown boxes filled with 
young life’s possessions, hoisted 


up three flights. Betrayed by 
dawn and naked windows, 
you awaken, dazed, on 

a floor-bound mattress in 

a cardboard jungle. 


Drag the bed frame 


up loft stairs, drag a 
worn loveseat to its den. Drag 


your cedar hope chest to a nest 
under the bay window. 

Not so bad. When you first saw 
the place, you knew 

which spaces belonged to 

these bigger things. 
Organization is 

easy art. 


Poetry 


Then the boxes, and the 
sorting through; the choosing 
those things most worthy of 
this fresh space. Decomposed 
corsage bound in 

frayed, pale ribbons, resume, 
slick steel hood ornament 


broken from the nose 
of a beloved ‘75 Maverick. 


Tiny Tim 45. Lohta—a gift from 
a married man. (Trash.) 
Inoculation records, strand of 
yellowed pearls your mother’s 
first husband, leaving 

for Hanoi, left her. Tattered 
photograph of you, hair wet, 
looking past the black 

camera into a lover’s 

faithless eyes. 


Two hours gone, six 
boxes more, examiming 
these cumbersome things. 


Pelican Lake 


The pulse of a Lake shod v Yo sahsq oJ 


weathered beak And Harald oss 
feathers filled halhs\ trains\, 
with fog QOL, Midas 
Horn gasping | QIEAAQ, SHOT 
Sor breath Mysw wl, 
beacon spinning QINAIGE Korn 
above 95000 
Rocks holding giablot woo 
white-capped waves Lasn Haggns-s4 sshos 
arm’s length away coun Mosel vnerw 
row boat floating QUTIHODY IHod Wor 
tethered herettist 
by a splinter INA HS 
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L Used to Love the Rain 


l used to love the rain. 

Some time ago, before | met myself, 

l would invite its chilling wetness 

Into me, believing that every drop would 
Bring me one step closer to rmsing away 
That which was my spirit. 


l used to beg the brooding clouds 

To come to me 

And cast a shadow over my face 

That would conceal who | really was— 
l, who made excuses and slept through 
Life’s courtship. 


Vm not so fond of the rain anymore, 
Since waking up and 

Being imtroduced to wonder, 

1 long for my super-saturated soil 
To dry out a little 

And allow my seeds some hght. 


lL used to wish | could be like all of you, 
Placing harsh blame on 

High expectations. 

l thrived on being misunderstood 

While you waltzed at the prom 

And climbed to the top of the class. 


Now l thrive on the astonishment of 

Age-old friends, finally becoming acquainted 
With the shape of my grin 

And of my mother, 

Who simultaneously laughs and cries 

When Um proud. 


Now, when it rains 

\ l yearn for the sun to break free from 

The wrath of my nemesis 

. And shine on me hike a spothght 
Offering the world 


A taste of my radiance. 
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indigo heaven 


how long ‘til my soul gets tt right 

can any human being ever reach the highest light... 
then again tt feels like some sort of inspiration 

to let the next life off the hook 

-lndigo Girls 


up m the clouds 
heaven is not there 
universal happy land 
you do not exist 
climb the ladder 
neverending, neverending 


heaven 
a deeper feeling 
an inner realization 
i've been there 
once. 
not in a dream 
a mind out of body 
soul out of universe 
personal experience 
plethora of feelings 
overwhelms me 


heaven 

the mner body 
one you must find 
within yourself 


En Partant de Roumanie 


Leaving Romania 


Sunflowers which dance 
Tournesols au soleil 


Marvelously im the sun, 


Qui dansent a merveille, 


Your beauty | always imagine. 


Vos beauteés toujours }’imagine. 


And the pretty flocks 


Et les johs troupeaux 


OF beautiful httle lambs 


De beaux petits agneaux 


Which frolic on the hills. 


Qui folatrent sur les collines. 


The handsome shepherd 


Le berger si beau 


Loves his animals. 


Aime ses animaux. 


He would give them his hfe. 


Ul leur donnerait sa vie. 


As a poor lamb 


Comme une pauvre agneau 


Who has lost its flock-- 


Qui a perdu son troupeau-- 


lL miss you, Romania, my friend. 


‘Tu me manques, Roumanie, mon amie. 


Can | Buy You a Drink?) 
a 


The smooth sleekness of a well-polished bar 
slides beneath my roaming fingers. My nervous hands 


search for a job, a temporary home. 


Trying to look chic and nonchalant, but feeling the swoosh 


of rollercoasters within my veins. 


My palms leaving glistening reflective trails of my uneasiness. 


ee l feel eyes touching me, but shrug it off to paranoia, but in 


the reflection of my glass, | see a looming outline behind me. 


lL shift my weight on the stool 


and hear the omnipresent breath 
and an increase im the deliberately controlled coolness of the rhythm. 


We both continue the show, more for ourselves than each other, so 
as to feel a little less awkward. Then, 
as quickly as my company arrived, 


the gumption and nerve fled, 


and with them so did the chance to speak. 


‘Loo shaken to continue, off runs this 


a a prospect of my companionship. 


Un Bon Voyage 


Oh Paris, 


Vola Paris, 
ln the Springtime hght 


Sous ta lumiére du printemps, 


Strolling along the Champs Elysees 


Je me promenais sur PAvenue des Champs Elysées 


, l Tout en regardent [Arc de Triomphe 
Gazing at the l’Arc de Triomphe. ~~ 


Oh Paris, 


Voila Paris, 
Under the blue sky, 


Sous un ciel bleu, 
l contemplated the Eiffel Tower 


J'ai contemple la Tour Eiffel 
From the banks of the Seme 


Sur la rive de la Seine 


Voila Parts, 
Oh Paris, Pain eS . . 
KEN Je suis passé par Notre Dame 
x TIX ix 
l passed by Notre Dame KYA aa 
P y NOS Et je me suis rappelé le bossu amoureaux 
AK AK 4 
Remembering the lovestruck humpback. X Ute oe) 
Ik SK SK > dun certain film francats 
il &X i} x \\ Kw 
ln the famous French film LANZA 
ie Sera cna 
/* aK ROWE AY on ; 
PDIP ~Pahd VA Vorla Parcs, 
Oh Paris, IK i VX) 
Kt} \ + H\ 
What a beautiful city! 


(ol Ne, AA ‘ 
[fy 


Quelle belle ville! 


Les Park iiews sont gentils sur la Place de la Sorbonne, 
The Parisians are genteel, whether, in the Place de la Sorbonne, 
Or in the galleries, no matter 


Dans les galeries, nimporte 
Ja HH aN 
Where they are! fe rE 


Ou tls vont. 
He A Sf 
IK ' é a Y 
[= 4 Parts! Parts! 
KE} 
Paris! Paris! ge) | / 
AL Quel bon voyage! 
Fee LES 
What a good v s nto 
8 oyage. ("était un voyage intéressant! 
an interesting tr 
Coal De Madame Apgar nous y a accompagnes 
Accompanied by “Madame” Apgar 
m our “Classe de Francais!” 


en classe de francais. 
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Pat Williams 
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‘lomorrows World 
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~The Golden Headed Fish | 
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Contnibutors 


Uncertain of her plans after graduation, 
Jessica Allison is enrolled in the College 
‘Transfer program. Her hobbies are 
camping and photography. 


Sharon Annichino’s greatest priority is 
being a good mother to her children, but 
she also loves singing, photography, and 
wniting. She believes that to view a person’s 
art is to look through a window into his 
or her soul. Sharon is enrolled in the 

s Fine Arts/College Transfer program. 


Heather Benedict believes that art is a 

pure reflection of the artist’s feelings 

and should be protected from the mfluence 

of others. She enjoys SCUBA Diving 

and horseback riding, and plans to 

b graduate in Summer, 1777, from the 
Advertising and Graphic Design program. 


Wanda Burton is enrolled in the 
Advertising and Graphic Design program. 
Her imterests include art, animals, and 
wildhfe rehabilitation. 


Rhonda Cox is the author and illustrator, 
via her photographs, of nine children’s 
books, including Pig’s Peek. She is taking 
writing and photography courses at 
Central Piedmont in hopes of refining 
er skills. 


Hiep Dieu hopes to express his perception 
of the world through his poetry. 
Published in The National Library of 
Poetry’s anthology, Forever and a Day, 
he plans to graduate from the Associate 
of Arts Program im 2000. 


Bear collector and retired math teacher 
Marge Fowler takes photography courses 
at Central Piedmont. She is enjoying an 
artistic second childhood on campus. 


Lonzo Garner plans to study architecture 
after leaving Central Piedmont. In his 
free time, he enjoys participating 
in the church. 


Barbara Ghigo believes that portraits should 
not only present a person’s likeness, but 
also capture a moment in his or her life. 
She has earned a Bachelor of Arts in 
History from King College in Tennessee 
and takes art classes at Central Piedmont 
as an adult learning experience. 


Carolyn lson tries to convey her delight 
im the loveliness of God’s creation 
through her art. She is enrolled in the 
Fine Arts program and enjoys reading, 
decorating, and gardening. 


Toy collector Erin lves delights in music, 
road trips and comic books. She plans to 
use her featured piece in Keystone ‘78 
as a model for a tattoo on her leg. 


Avid reader Kersten Kaiser enjoys taking 
ballet and East Indian dance at Central 
Piedmont. She intends to concentrate on 
her writing abilities after graduation. 
Kirsten’s piece, “ Judgement Day,” inspired 
her to read the life story of Marie Antomette. 


Jodie LaMarche graduated from the 
Advertising and Graphic Art program in 
May, 1778. She plans to marry and 
continue her education in video and 
3-D animation at home. Jodie’s interests 
mclude sculpture, fantasy, and horses. 


Madelaine Macchiavello intends to transfer 
to UNC-Charlotte to study Philosophy and 
Women’s Studies. Unlike the character in 
her Keystone “98 piece, “).B.,” she enjoys 
the struggle to let go, enjoy life, and 
speak her truth. 


Kathy Madsen enjoys languages and 
meeting people from other nations and 
cultures. Her poem, “Leaving Romania,” 
imtertwimes the scenery and language of 
France and Romania, respectively. 


hope McAfee is enrolled in the College 
Transfer program and plans to work in 
technical theater after graduation. Her 


interests are music, poetry, art, and of 


} 
course, theater. 


Kay Miller plans to keep her job with the 
Red Cross after graduating from the 
Associate of Arts program in 2000. 
She enjoys e-mailing her sons, and 

feels painting has given her gifts of 
peace, serenity, and a feeling of exuberance. 


Sean Pfost is enrolled in the Advertising 
and Graphic Design program. After 
graduation, he intends to travel and 
contimue a Fine Arts education at 
a four-year college. 


Artist Jeremy Russell plans to become a 
college art professor. ln addition to 
painting, he enjoys photography and 
sculpture. Jeremy’s mterests include 


music, socializing, and looking for 
arrowheads im farm fields. He thanks 
Pablo Picasso and instructor Elizabeth Ross. 


Specialized stamp collector Janice Sewell's 
interests mclude herbology and homeopathy. 
A student m the Fine Arts program, she 
believes that art is the purest 
manifestation of the subconscious, 
creative mind. 


Cynthia M. Sheets is a graduate of the 
Advertising and Graphic Design program 
and is enrolled in the Bachelor of Fine 
Arts program at UNC-Charlotte, with a 
concentration on illustration. She gives 
horseback riding lessons and enjoys helping 
mmjured, orphaned, and deserted animals. 


C.D. Stanton plans to apply to a university 
with a reputable operatic program to 
continue his studies after leaving 
Central Piedmont. His interests include 
playing the piano, drawing, painting, 
photography, and running. He is currently 
enrolled in the music program. 


Retired Certified Registered Nurse 
Anesthetist Elaine Thigpen is much 
more interested in recording a moment 
than creating one, as shown in her 


photograph, “A Bad Bike Day.” 


Katherine Trippe thanks instructor lrene 
Honeycutt for bringing out her poetic 
side. She imtends to attend a four-year 

college after her graduation from Central 

Piedmont, then teach high school English. 


Disc jockey Wendy Turley feels that poetry 
serves to remind us that there are no 
ordinary moments. She enjoys animals 
and documentaries, and plans to work 

m the film industry. 


Former Keystoze editor and contributor 
Gary Weiss intends to get a life again 
after graduation. He is enrolled in the 
Travel and Tourism program. Gary’s 
interests include language, literature, 
cats, travel, stamp collecting, garlic, 
Croatia, Shakespeare, unicorns, and neckties. 


People-watcher Con(étta Williams 
graduated with a psychology degree from 
Belmont Abbey, and currently takes art 
classes at Central Piedmont. She hopes to 
attend a southwestern graduate school to 
study Art Therapy. 


Pat Williams’ goal in the portrait, 
“Larry,” was to capture the model’s 
“almost smile.” She enjoys dress design, 
gardening, and tennis. 


The scene of Stacy Williams’ featured 
Keystone 78 photograph, “The Kissing 
Tree,” was the site of her first kiss. She is 
enrolled in the Human Services Technology 
program and aspires to become a counselor 
or mediator following graduation. Stacy 
loves butterflies and making jewelry. 


Not Pictured 


Artist David Childs has been inspired by instructor and frend 
Elizabeth Ross. He enjoys painting, drawing, and fine arts. 


Independent study is Rebecca Shannon’s program of choice, and 
she intends to work in graphic design following graduation. 
Rebecca is a heavy weapons fighter and combat archer m the 
Society for Creative Anachronism. 
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Alf Ward Margot Livesey 


Art- 
Alf Ward has been chairman of the Art 
Department at Winthrop University since 1787. Mr. 


Ward’s personal work involves both painting and metals, and his 
recent commissions im silversmithing have included ceremonial maces for 
Coastal Carolina University and the University of Tennessee. ln March of this year, 
he had a one-man show of paintings and metal sculptures at UNC-Charlotte’s Rowe Gallery. 
Currently, he teaches full-time at Winthrop University in Jewelry/Metals and Two-Dimensional 
Design and Design History. Prose - Margot Livesey grew up im Scotland and now divides her time 


| between Cambridge, Massachusetts, and London. She has taught at numerous American universities, 


including the University of lowa, the University of California, Boston University, and currently, Emerson 
College. She is the author of a collection of stories and two novels, most recently Criminals. Poetry - Kathryn 

| Stripling Byer recently served as Poet-m-Residence at Western Carolina University, Cullowhee, North Carolina. 

| Ms. Byer grew up im southwest Georgia and graduated from Wesleyan College in Macon before taking a Masters 
in Fine Arts from UNC-Greensboro. She is the author of three volumes of poetry, The Girl im the Midst of the 
| Harvest, Wildwood Flower, and Black Shawl, and has received writing fellowships from the National Endowment for 
the Arts and the North Carolina Arts Council. Recently, she taught in the Master of Fine Arts program at UNC- 
Greensboro, and in the spring of 1777, Ms. Byer will serve as Writer-in-Residence at Lenoiv-Rhyne College. 
| Photography - Carolyn DeMeritt, a native of Charlotte, North Carolina, is a regionally and nationally recognized 
self-taught photographer and videographer, and has been featured im regional, national, and mternational exhibitions 
for the past fifteen years. Ms. DeMeritt co-produced Just as l Am, a video program about a young man dymg 

from AIDS and the impact of his death on both his family and his small southern community, which was nominated 
for an Emmy award. She has participated in numerous group exhibitions, including Tangle of Complexes: 
Photographing in Mexico (1777), Nexus Center for Contemporary Art, Atlanta, Georgia, CU Art 
Gallery, Boulder, Colorado, and the Light Factory in Charlotte, North Carolina. Computer 
Generated Art - Jon Steele is a graduate of Central Piedmont’s Advertising and Commercial 
Art program. ln 1774, he became a studio artist in the creative department of Loeffler 
Ketchum Mountjoy, one of the South’s premiere advertising agencies. Currently 
he is responsible for all agency technology as a technical services 
manager, and is also active as a graphic designer for 


North Carolina’s Travel and Tourism 


account. 
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